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An empty room. An open window. An upright piano. 


He hadn't played in a while. He'd been running place to place, drinking this, snorting that, screwing this, fucking 
that. Between the rock and roll lifestyle and occasionally playing guitar, Dave hadn't had much time for piano at 


all. 
In fact, he couldn't remember the last time he'd actually sat and played a damn thing. 


He gently lifted the lid and stared down at the black and white keys. He tentatively pulled back the stool and 
parked himself in front of it. His right hand quickly found the middle C and the small sound echoed through the 


emptiness. 


His right hand knew what to do, slowly at first he began to play the songs of his youth. Elvira Madigan came 
easily, and once his right hand knew what it was doing, his left followed suit. 


He found himself lost in the concerto. Despite the lack of sheet music, he knew exactly what he was playing. He 
heard the orchestra in his head as his fingers brushed ivory keys and his feet found the pedals. 


He didn't hear him walk in He didn't notice him sit down next to him. Suddenly, there was a second set of hands 
on the keys, taking over from his own left hand. 


It had been a long time since they'd done this, it had been a regular occurrence once upon a time. But not of 
late. Not since that April morning in New York But now they were back, if not just for a moment, and Cliff had 


wanted to see him. If not, just for a moment. 


They played through, their hands met on the ivory keys at the end. Cliffs dark eyes met Dave's hazel. Cliff 
smiled, Dave looked away. 

"| missed you," Cliff said softly. Dave shrugged the comment off. A hand went to rest on Dave's shoulder but 
he flinched and quickly moved away. 

"Don't be like that," Cliff whispered with a heavy heart, "you know | couldn't-" 


"Stand up for me?" there was bitterness in Dave's words. He had been hurt, and was still hurting. 


Nothing was said. Dave's hands found ivory again and began to play dark chords in the key of D Minor. His 
right hand ran up the keys playing Toccato and Fugue. Dark, deep, mysterious, poignant. He hit big chords and 
leant back into it, finding himself lost in the magnitude of it as Cliff watched. This wasn't just a piano piece, this 
was Dave's pain played out before him. His choice of song was deliberate. This was Dave's way of saying, you 


have hurt me, now listen to my sorrow. 


As Dave played the intricate notes, he leant in, ignoring Cliff beside him as he concentrated. He hadn't 
forgotten, he'd played this enough times for it To be entrenched in his very soul. He crescedoed, he augmented, 
it was rubato, passionato, he played with his eyes closed as he breathed deeply. His fingers never missing a 
key, he'd played this many times before. But this time, he played just for Cliff. He wanted him to feel his pain 
To know how he had suffered. And this was the best way he knew how to show that to him. 


It built, it moved, it rose and it fell. His hands found big chords, his fingers ran up and down the keys, 
intricately and accurately. The song came to an end and Dave placed his hands on his thighs, slumped over, 


sweat beads at his brow, his breathing laboured, tears stung at his eyes. He was done. 


He felt Cliff's arm around his shoulders but instead of shrugging him away he let him draw him in. Dave's 
chest felt heavy, he could smell Cliff's cologne, the same as it had always been. He'd missed it. He'd tried to 
convince himself that he wouldn't, that he was walking away and not looking back, but it was a lie. He'd missed 


him. 


"m sorry," Dave whispered, "I was a fool.” 
"No, | was," Cliff's breath hiccupped as he fought back tears that he had held onto for months. 
"Maybe we both were." 


They sat by the piano, holding each other. Neither knew what to say. There were no words that could mend 
the hurt. After a while Cliff's hands found ivory. He began to play something a bit brighter, a bit cheerier. A 


smile came to Dave's lips as he continued to hold onto Cliff. 


Moonlight Sonata, Second movement. 


"Do you remember this?" Cliff asked as he continued. Soft chords and grace notes. Dave nodded and let the 
music sweep him away, back to happier times and better days. Dave had always loved when Cliff played 
Beethoven for him. He loved the way Moonlight Sonata made him feel. 


When Cliff had finished once again Dave's hands found the keys. Like a mischievous child, Dave went straight 
into the third movement. Fast, quick, his slick fingers rushed through every run, he looked at Cliff with a 
cheeky glint in his eye. He gave him a half-cocked smile without missing a single note. Cliff had thrown down 
the gauntlet with the second movement, he had to have known that Dave would have picked it up and played 
the third. Cliff was all heart, Dave was all speed. Dave always had something to prove. He was faster than 
fast, quicker than quick, he was the biggest, the baddest, and no one was as good at it as him. He didn't even 
look down as he played, his eyes were right on Cliff. 


Big sweeping notes with the left and quick sharp notes with the right. It was a race, and Dave was going to win. 
Even the small gentle notes of the upper octaves, Dave played with an evil fierce look in his eye. As he played 


the upper tremolos his upper lip curled, challenging him, come on Cliff, show me what you got. 


Where Cliff had played the sweet, gentle, soave movement, Dave was now playing the fast, racing, accelerando 


movement. Cliff was pianississimo and Dave was fortississimo. 


He built, and he raced, faster faster faster. He reached the end and held the final notes in a fermata, 
accentuating what was already a very big chord before collapsing once more, sweat pouring down his red face 
as he almost panted, out of breath, worn out. His hands shook, hovering slightly above the keys before he 


slumped over. He was spent. 


Once again he felt Cliff's arm around his shoulder, drawing him in. He was so far gone that he allowed it where 
once he would have shrugged him away. He felt Cliffs lips on his own, and did nothing. He caught his breath 
and kissed Cliff back. He had nothing to lose, because he'd already lost everything. 


‘lm sorry," Cliff whispered once again, but Dave's hands had once again found the keys. Back to the beginning, 
back to the start, he began to play the very first movement of Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata. 


"Do you remember this?" he asked Cliff, any malice he had felt slipping away as Cliff's hands found the piano 
to join him. Soft, gentle, tender, this was a side of Dave that rarely showed but Cliff loved deeply. Dave was 
swept away in the haunting beauty of the sonata, and Cliff was swept away in the profound sadness of Dave. 
"How could | ever forget?" 

Cliff was the deep, low octaves, and Dave the evocative high. They finished the movement and Cliff quietly 
closed the lid, his lips resting softly on Dave's forehead as a single solitary tear slid down his cheek. The depth 
of his remorse was immeasurable. For he had grieved for Dave, for what they had and what they had lost. He 
had missed him in the small hours. He had longed for him in the dead of the night. Cliff had wanted for Dave. 
Now he sat before him like a ghost. Their hands met. Their fingers grasped. The tension built to a crescendo. 


"Just for tonight,” Dave pleaded, "can | have you, just for tonight?" 


Silence. He didn't quite know what to say. He couldn't answer. Dave fidgetted with the rip in the knee of Cliffs 
jeans, his breath hitched, his eyes low. He let go, a soft whimper escaping his lips. He looked up at Cliff, 
swallowed his pride, and begged with his eyes. 


"Please?" 


Just like riding a bicycle, he had supposed it would be, it would all came naturally to him. He hadn't played piano 
for such a long time, they hadn't played in such a long time, and yet, there they were, together, as if nothing 
had ever changed. In the middle of Cliff's bed they folded into each other with passion and intensity. Dave 
needed more than Cliff could ever possibly give. But he tried. And he tried Just to make the hurt leave his 
eyes so he didn’t have to live with that any longer. Cliff felt guilty, he had abandoned Dave. Dave had said he 
needed Cliff, and Cliff walked away. That make him weak, when he should have been strong for Dave and for 
himself. 


But there was no going back, no mending the wrongs, no fixing the hurt. So Cliff gave Dave himself, if only just 
for that one night. 


Dave dressed in the morning, their eyes met as they each lazily lit up a cigarette. 

"| can't stay," Cliff said gently, he knew Dave, he didn't want to be the reason he'd blow up yet again. The 
words had already been said the night before, but Dave had a habit of only hearing what he wanted to hear. 

"I know," Dave said, surprisingly calm. 

‘lm sorry," Cliff said softly as he took a drag from his cigarette and looked away. 

"IFs okay, I'm okay," Dave reassured him, "there's someone else. It'll be fine." 

"Really?" a sense of relief washed over Cliff as though the burden of responsibility had been lifted from his 
shoulders. 

"Really," Dave repeated his word back to him, placing his hand on Cliff's thigh and forcing a smile at him. It was 
hard. So hard to have to say goodbye. They were leaving on better terms but the weight of the loss still hung 
heavy on their hearts. All that they had together, was shattered. 


"What's his name then?" Cliff asked, Dave shifted uncomfortably, snubbing out his cigarette and promptly 
lighting another. 

"Uhhh, his name is David, but | just call him Junior," Dave said quickly. 

"Does he even know what the deal is?" Dave said with a laugh. 

"No, but he will, he's the one you know." 

Cliff laughed, he knew Dave would get what he wanted, Dave always got what he wanted. 


They said their goodbyes, they kissed in the afternoon sun as a single tear ran down Dave's cheek. 
"We'll meet again, won't we?" Dave said, choking on his words a little. 

"Of course," Cliff breathed, his voice barely a whisper. 

‘I'm sorry," Dave fought back tears. 

"For what?" Cliff was confused. 


"For being me." 


They parted, hands gripping tight as they looked at each other one last time. 
"You take care of yourself, you hear me Dave?" Cliff demanded. He worried about him, he cared about him, 


deep down he still loved him. And probably always would. Dave said nothing, he pulled his hand away and got 
into his car. He put his key in the ignition, waved out the window and was gone. Gone gone without a trace. 


Bitter, angry, hot tears ran down his freckled cheeks as he flew down the high way all the way back to Los 
Angeles and back to what he needed. 


Back to what he wanted and was more determined than ever to have. 


Back to Junior. 


